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our elephant. He was now not teiv'yards from
us, and we were about to fire when the elephant
trumpeted, turned suddenly round, and bolted as
fast as he could lay legs to the ground. The
tiger was close to us, and I felt/sure that in two
more bounds he would be upon us, and drag
Lauder out of the howdah. We were rendered
utterly helpless by the branches, which knocked
the guns out of our hands as we tried to get
them up. At last, in a clearer spot, I was bring-
ing my rifle to my shoulder, when a branch
knocked me over. Herbert was luckier, and had
just time to let off his rifle before he was knocked
down. He had made a beautiful shot, bowling
the tiger right over. Still the elephant went on,
and every moment we expected the howdah to be
smashed and its occupants killed by the branches.
The mahout behaved capitally, and, though
severely wounded and cut about, he stuck to his
work, and by dint of hammering the elephant's
head with his iron spike at last stopped him. I
had often heard of the danger of an elephant's